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the car were to break up In this storm our lives would not be worth a farthing. It would be impossible to launch the lifeboat in a heavy sea like that which was running underneath us; it would be smashed in a twinkling.
Despite the fact that matters now looked pretty gloomy, the crew kept up their cheerful spirits. No one permitted his face to show the anxiety he felt. If there was a man aboard who wished down in his heart we had permitted the wind to drift us upon the New England coast, where there would have been at least a chance for safety, he did not indicate his thoughts by word or look.
Late this Sunday afternoon the wind died down a little, the sea was not so rough. It appeared there was a chance to launch the lifeboat without much danger of its instant destruction, a chance for the crew to leave the airship and get away in safety. We were now near the transatlantic steamer lanes, and If we could get into the lifeboat the chances were we should not have long to wait before being picked up by some ship. None of us knew what the night was to bring forth. A renewal of the high wind and hea\y seas might at any moment bring on the end.
Mr. Vaniman proposed to me that we should launch the lifeboat and make an effort to get